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ing serenity again, my philosophy is bankrupt To be sure, I have lost
that "witness of my Hf e" who committed me not to live "negligently"
as Pliny did for Montaigne, and I do not share Em/s belief in an after-
life which would lead me to feel her eyes upon me beyond death; but,
just as I did not allow her love, during her life, to influence my thought
in her direction, I must not, now that she is no longer, let weigh upon
my thought, more than her love itself, the memory of that love. The
last act of the comedy is no less good because I must play it alone. I
must not sidestep it.

A sort of instinct (of which I have already spoken) made me find
this morning the best nourishment, the one that it seemed to me at
once I had been awaiting, in Dante's Purgatorio, which I picked up
with an almost mystical excitement The opening lines of the first
canto filled my heart, or soul, with an indescribable felicity.
Dolce color (foriental zaffiro

agli occhi miei ricomincid diletto

tosto ch'io usci fuor deff aura morta,

che m'avea contristati gli occhi e il petto.29

Dante is one of those to whom I owe the most (much more than
to Shakespeare, for instance) and whose voice most directly called
me. I read him much in the best time of my youth, slowly, patiently,
diligently; with almost as much love and care as the Gospel.

Lo suo parlar si dolcemente suona . . .80
that, if sometimes I let fall

Cid che lo mio intelletto non comprende**

at least the suave and incisive melody of his poetry (and even of Ms
prose) penetrated me so deeply that for a long time afterward my
soul remained impregnated with it It is enough for me today to re-
read a few tercets to recover my former rapture.
. . . After midnight! To bed.

29 These lines (1S-18 of Purgatorio, I) are rendered by Carlyle-Wick-
steed as follows:

Sweet hue of orient sapphire . . ,

to mine eyes restored delight, soon as I issued forth from
the dead afr which had afflicted eyes and heart.
80  Line 5 of the second canzone of Dante's Convivio, HI (The Banquet):
"His speech sounds so sweetly.''
81  Line II of the same: "What my intellect fails to understand."